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Yet would I rather in act

Plough with the iron Fact
And earn at least some harvest that is bread,

Than rich and popular

In gay Imposture's car
Dazzle mankind and leave them still unfed.

Rather would I in thought

Miss all that I had sought,
Still pining on Negation's desert isle,

Than with the current float

In Pragmatism's boat
Down to the fatal shore where sirens smile.

Rather would I be thrown

Against Thine altar-stone,
Unsanctified, unpitied, unreprieved,

Than in some other shrine

Sup the priests' meat and wine,
Taking the wages of a world deceived.
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